I was a wanderer that owned no rule

save what the flesh imposed of lawless law,
until your wisdom, chastening a fool,

stripped off his husk and cut him to the raw.
Your speaking voice, angelically cool,

crushed vice upon its own predestined flaw,
and, like a fowler, brought its bird to school

with the sweet snare till then he never saw*
The things you do and are prove that man's spirit

is held from God, and what you subtly reason

with Plato or your own philosophies
renews Prometheus in his ancient merit,

thief of the skies, who wedded with bright treason

all earth to heaven in one flaming kiss.
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